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Deborah Howell. 
(Continued from page 132.) 
1843.—Our Friend, John Pease, also accom- 
eae them on a similar Gospel errand. He 
as gone to visit Friends in Canada. The pres- 
ent is a remarkable epoch, not only in the po- 
litical, but in the religious world. 

It seems every society has its shaking (in- 
tended), as I believe, to take off the attention 
of man from man. 

So much dependence has been and is placed 
on a hireling, man-made ministry, which must 
eventually fall to the ground, as the true knowl- 
edge of the saving Gospel of life and salvation 
spreads in the hearts of the people, and they 
are more brought to know for themselves Christ, 
within, the hope of glory.” 

The noble testimony which our religious So- 
ciety has always, and does, support against an 
hireling ministry, I trust will be faithfully main- 
tained, notwithstanding the opposition made by 
those who preach for “hire and divine for 
money.” 

Tenth Month.—Our beloved Friends, Isabel 
Casson and Rachel Priestman, have attended the 
different Monthly Meetings in this city. Their 
Gospel labors, as well as their company, have 
been very acceptable to Friends generally. 

Humble in their deportment and manners, 
and much more resembling Friends who for- 
merly visited us than some who were not long 
since amongst us. 

Eleventh Month.— We are again favored to 
have the evening meetings opened for the win- 
ter, which, so far, have been solemn seasons and 
largely attended by Friends and others. 

Our dear Friend, John Pease, has attended 
two of them, in which he was engaged in pow- 
erful, interesting testimonies. 

He appears to be an humble, unassuming 
follower of the Lamb, qualified to do good, and 
we trust his labors will be blessed, as he seems 
generally approved and united with by the solid 
of the Society. After attending the Yearly 

eeting of Baltimore, the Quarterly Meeting 
of Concord and the meetings generally in the 
city, and some around about it, he left here for 
New York about two weeks ago, to visit Friends 
in that State and Canada. 

Second Month 22nd, 1844.—I think it right 
to record the many favors of the last week, par- 


ticularly our dear Isabel Casson and Rachel 
Priestman having laid a concern before last 


Monthly Meeting to visit the families of this 


district, which was feelingly united’ with. They 
have nearly completed thetr arduous engage- 
ments, I believe to general satisfaction. We 
have had the privilege of their company and 
labors, which | trust will be blessed, and that 
have been received in a portion of the love in 
which it was administered. I often have thought 
what a blessing it-is to have been so preserved 
as to be favored to be united to those who are 
walking in the narrow way, and to have my 
mind so drawn from worldly maxims, pursuits 
and fashions, by which I see so many are drawn 
aside from that which can alone afford substan- 
tial peace and joy, who, though they feel their 
want and misery, despise the means which can 
only satisfy the weary soul and fill that void 
which all their pretended happiness and enjoy- 
ment, can never supply. I pity them, and mourn 
over their mistaken joy. 

Our evening meetings are seasons of favor and 
instruction, are very large and crowned with 
heavenly solemnity. In that of the twenty-fifth 
inst., we had the company of Dugan and Ase- 
nath Clark, who are under concern to visit Great 
Britain, &c., and who embarked in the packet 
Thomas P. Cope on Second-day morning, the 
26th. Asenath took an affectionate and solemn 
leave of the large and interesting assembly at 
the meeting. 

We trust they will be under the protection of 
Him whom winds and waves obey, and their 
mission be received and blessed to those to whom 
they may be sent. She is the daughter of the 
venerable Nathan Hunt, of New Garden, North 
Carolina, which was the place of their late resi- 
dence. 

Third Month 31st.—Our evening meetings 
closed. Our beloved friend, Isabel Casson, ap- 
peared in an impressive, solemn manner, exalt- 
ing the kindness and mercy of our bounteous 
Creator in the language, “ Day unto day utter- 
eth speech, night unto night showeth knowl- 


“— 
here is no speech nor language where their 
voice is not heard. Their line is gone out through 
all the earth and their words to the end of the 
world. 

“ When I consider the heavens, the work of thy 
fingers, the moon and the stars, which thou hast 


ordained, what is man that thou art mindful of 


him,” &c.? 

She was followed by our dear William Evans, 
in a powerful awakening testimony to those 
who were daring to doubt the truths of the 
Gospel testimony to the divinity of our Lord 
and Saviour Jesus Christ, describing the awful 
situation of such as were endeavoring to deny it 
themselves and to lead others to destruction. 
Our beloved Isabel then concluded in solemn, 
harmonious supplication. I desire to be grate- 
ful for the privilege I have enjoyed in being 
able to attend every one of them, which have 
been from the first seasons of deep and menrenry 
solemnity, which, as a canopy, has covered eac 





sitting, crowning the labor which has been be- 
stowed in the “demonstration of the Spirit and 
of power,” by well qualified instruments, with 
its sacred unction. 

Fourth Month 12th.—Returned on Third- 
day, the 10th, from my brother Israel’s, in 
Chester County, after a pleasant visit of a few 
days, having been at our Westtown Boarding 
School, attending the examination as one of the 
Visiting Committee. It was an interesting sea- 
son, and I trust the good seed sown by several 
valuable ministers, who were of the Committee, 
will not be lost. Surely “his Word will not 
return void, but accomplish that whereunto it 
was sent.” 

Fourth Month 19th.—Our Yearly Meeting 
closed this afternoon, and has been a “ favored, 
precious season, not only in the powerful, excel- 
lent communications of many gifted servants 
aud handmaidens, among whom were dear 
Isabel Casson, Rachel Priestman and John 
Pease, as well as several othér dear Friends 
from our own and distant Yearly Meetings. The 
solemnity and quietness which covered every 
sitting with the harmony that was shown in 
conducting the important business which came 
before it, with the deep attention manifested by 
the solid deportment of the young people, many 
of whom, as was expressed by @ precious sister 
in her endearing address to them, in the lan- 
guage formerly applied to the Apostles of our 
Lord, “ They took knowledge of them that they 
had been with Jesus.” 

It is thought not less than fifteen or sixteen 
hundred women Friends were in attendance, 
and the men’s meeting was also very large. 

I sincerely hope that these favors may not be 
forgotten, fur surely no people are more favored 
with “the dews of heaven and the fatness of the 
earth.” Amongst these favors is that of a free 
Gospel ministry, being delivered from the bond- 
age of having those to preach who preach for 
hire and divine for money. 

John Pease left the city on Seventh-day, the 
20th, as did also R. Hubbs and M. R. Carpenter, 
bound to attend the approaching Yearly Meet- 
ing of Virginia. 

The number of Friends there is so diminished 
by removals, &c., it is likely to be the conclu- 
sion of this ancient Yearly Meeting, the mem- 
bers of which are to be joined to Baltimore. 

A Half Year’s Meeting is to be held. The 
time when that is to take place is to be fixed on 
by the Committee appointed to attend from 
each of their meetings on this interesting sub- 


ject and occasion. 


Our beloved friend, Sarah Emlen (wife of 
James Emlen, a valuable elder in the Society), 
a minister of the Gospel, sound in faith and prac- 
tice, having certificates of full unity from her 
Monthly and Quarterly Meetings to visit the 
churches in Great Britain, Ireland, &c., received 
the full approbation of the Meeting of Ministers 
and Elders, it is likely will emBark for England 
on the twenty-fifth of next month. 

We trust that He who has thus put her forth 
will be with her. 
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Fifth Month 31st.—Our dear Sarah Emlen 
embarked the twenty-fifth inst., on board the 
packet-ship Susquehanna. On board the same 
vessel were Sarah Morris and her brother Pas- 
chall, Samuel Wood and several other passen- 
gers, besides one hundred in the steerage. A 
large number of Friends attended them on 
board the steamboat Clinton, which conveyed 
them to the ship. 

On the previous evening we had a precious 
—» season. William Kite and William 

vans sweetly addressed her in the language 
of encouragement, and Mary Ann Loyd was 
favored in prayer. 

We trust they will be wafted by propitious 

winds and waves to their destined port. 
_ Sixth Month 4th—New York Yearly Meet- 
ing closed on the thirty-first ultimo. It was said 
to be a favored season. Our dear friends, John 
Pease and Isabel Casson attended. The former 
is going toward New England to make a gene- 
ral visit to the meetings there, accompanied by 
Samuel Hilles, of Wilmington, a valuable elder 
and suitable companion. 

Dear Isabel arrived in this city last evening. 
Attended our meeting this morning in silence. 

Sixth Month 9th.—First-day morning. Had 
a favored meeting. Dear Isabel Casson was 
engaged in solemn supplication. She sweetly 
interceded for those far separated from us on 
the sea, who had been brought into near re- 
membrance, that they might be preserved, amid 
fear and danger, to make covenant to serve the 
Lord faithfully the remainder of their days. It 
was an interesting, solemn season. In the after- 
noon she was engaged to revive the language, 
“*As the hart panteth after the water-brooks, so 
panteth my soul after thee,O God.’ When shall 
I come and appear before thee,O God?” On 
which she enlarged in a sweet and encouraging 
manner, saying she had been in company with 
some panting souls, whom she encouraged to 
persevere in seeking after the “ water of life,” 
in the belief that they would be replenished in 
the Lord’s time, with its soul-sustaining stream. 

Our friend, Rachel Priestman, has been con- 
cerned to visit the city of Washington, for the 
purpose of having a meeting for the members of 
Congress, &c., which is said to have been largely 
attended, quietly conducted, and appears to 
have given general satisfaction. 

Our friends, Rachel Hubbs and M. R. Car- 
penter, have returned from their Southern jour- 
ney, and appear comforted with the faithful 
performance of this service. 

Sixth Month 12th.— Dear Regina Shober and 
Jane Johnson left the city last Sixth-day, in 
order to visit the meetings composing Salem and 
Haddonfield Quarterly Meetings, in which we 
trust they will be favored with help from the 
Holy Sanctuary. 

Seventh Month 17th.—Since my last record, 
the above Friends finished their mission, and 
have returned home in peace. 

(To be continued.) 


ALEXANDER MAckK, the founder of the Dunk- 
ard Church, was an adherent of Hochmann 
until the year 1708, when Mack was baptized 
by immersion in a stream. As Hochmann did 
not unite with him, Mack, from this time on, 
became a very decided opponent to him. Ata 
certain meeting in Switzerland, Hochmann once 
spoke a few words of admonition and edifica- 
tion. Mack contradicted him and publicly 
denounced him as a hypocrite and fanatic, to 
all of which Hochmann answered with meek 
silence. At the close of the meeting, Hochmann 


THE FRIEND. 


arose, and, cordially embracing Mack, said 
smilingly, “ When you, dear brother, are in 
heaven and see me arrive there, too, you will 
rejoice and say, “ Well, well, there comes our 
dear brother Hochmann also!’ ”’ 


For “THE FRIEND.” 


Letter from Germany. 


Our sprightly correspondent, E. S. K., has 
sent a description of a visit to Hamelin, a place 
noted in the old German traditions as the scene 
of a fabulous adventure with rats, which infested 
the town. 

According to the legend the place was so 
much infested with rats that the officers of the 
town offered a large reward to any one who 
would free the town of the pest. The task was 
undertaken by a man, who from his peculiar 
dress was called the “pied piper.” He accord- 
ingly went into the street, and commenced play- 
ing on a magic flute which he carried, when the 
rats poured out of the houses and followed him 
into the river, where they were all drowned. 
Thinking that they were now free of the rats, 
the officers refused to pay the price agreed upon. 
Then the piper again commenced playing on 
his flute, and the children of the town swarmed 
after him into a cave of the adjoining moun- 
tains, where the rocks closed on them, and they 
were seen no more. 

We have not been able to find the origin of 
this fable, but it is evidently one of considerable 
antiquity, and probably originated in Asia, for 
there is a similar story related of the people of 
Ispahan, in Persia, who were punished for their 
dishonesty by the strangling of a large number 
of their women. 

Another version of the same fable is less 
tragic, for in that case the plague was ants and 
the penalty the drowning of their pigs. 

It is most probable that all of these fables 
had a common origin. 

“One of the most vivid recollections of my 
childhood, as I look back over that far away 
time, is a reading book containing the illustrated 
story of ‘ Pied Piper of Hamelin.’ The deep 
impression that it made is probably due to the 
fact that I grew up with almost none of the 
books which usually are given to children, or 
read to them by way of entertainment, for with 
the sole exception of the tragic ‘Death and 
Burial of Cock Robin.’ D’Aubigne’s ‘ History 
of the Reformation’ was the most exciting 
literature that I wzs allowed to indulge in, up 
to the time I was ten years old. Do not be 
surprised then, if this story of the ‘ Piper of 
Hamelin,’ fastened itself with indelible impress 
upon my imagination, being as fresh to-day as 
it was in that childhood time. 

“That Hamelin was a real place never en- 
tered my mind ; that was not at all necessary 
to my firm belief in the story, and yet when I 
found myself with a large party of jovial Ger- 
mans, seated in the car, with a ticket marked 
‘Hamelin,’ I was ready to accept with unhesi- 
tating credulity whatever I might hear or see. 
It was a perfect day in autumn, what the Ger- 
mans would call ‘ein herlicher Tag,’ and as it 
was the last day of the year when a one way 
ticket would be good for return as well, both the 
depot at Hanover and the small stations along 
the road were crowded with eager faces, and 
there was such a rush as I supposed was im- 
possible in this drowsy land. We were fortunate 
in securing a vacant compartment. 

“The quaint town of Hamelin lies an hour 
and a half by train from Hanover, surrounded 


by the ‘ Weserbergen’ Mountains, a little less 
than a thousand feet high, with the Weser River, 
here only a large creek, flowing through the 
valley, in whose quiet shelter nestles this his. 
toric town. 

“ There is a new Hamelin, with wide streets and 
handsome houses and finely laid out grounds— 
but who comes to the Old World to see new 
things? For my part I would not mind dis. 
pensing with them altogether, at least so far as 
seeing them is concerned. It was old Hamelin, 
with its historic associations that so charmed 
me. Our first objective point was the ‘ Ratten- 
finger House,’ with its elaborately carved front 
and curious decorations, it stands a perfect 
monument of the past. The lower story is at 
present occupied by a bakery. I hastened across 
the street, that I might buy one of the famous 
rats made out of bread that I had heard were 
for sale there. To my disappointment, the jovial 
faced baker told me they were all sold, but 
after some exclamations of dismay on my part, 
he gave me the consoling information that 
there were many more bakeries in town, and 
that they all dealt in bread rats. I soon found 
that I could for the consideration of ten phennig 
(two and a half cents) a piece, form a collection 
of these specimens of natural history, done up 
in all conceivable forms, only less immense 
than that of the living animals that followed 
the Piper through the streets, on that memora- 
ble moonlight night so long ago. Rats, once 
the pest, are now the pride of Hamelin, and 
the good people have earned more golden gulden 
by their means, than they saved, when they re- 
fused the Piper his pay. 

“We did not climb to the loft of the old 
Rathaus to see if the magic circles were still 
there, nor yet into the council chamber, where 
the worthy burgers offered the strange visitor 
the five thousand gulden if he would free the 
town of the plague, but we saw the dell in the 
mountains which was formed when the earth 
‘closed over the army of children that he had 
lured away. 

“ But there is more than this of interest in 
Hamelin—for the cathedral dates back to 700 
A. D., and the old wall is still standing in many 
places, and if one were to spend a whole day 
threading the narrow streets, he would find 
ever uew objects of interest—quaint sayings 
painted on the front of the houses, with curious 
carvings in all conceivable forms; and upper 
stories, each extending farther over the street, 
until in many places, the sunlight hardly pene 
trated belew. 

“ Next to their pride in rats, the good people 
of Hamelin rejoice in the mountain that rises 
so abruptly directly back of the town, and well 
they may, for not only does the beautifully 
graded walk through the trees to the summit 
give ever and anon charming glimpses of the 
valley below, but from the top the view is 
superb, for it stands quite alone, taking in the 
whole broad sweep of the horizon—with moun- 
tains and towns, running water and cultivated 
fields. 

“True to German custom there is upon the 
summit a garden where many things can be 
had to drink, and if you have brought along 
‘kuchen,’ you can take your ease, drink your 
coffee or milk if you do not want beer, and 
enjoy the splendid panorama spread out before 
you. There are numerous paths that lead down 
from the summit, but any one of them will take 
you not only to the foot, but through some 
other garden, where another refreshing draught 
can be indulged in, seated in some charming 
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free will and partly from his wife, with whom 
I had an opportunity to speak in private befure 
I left, I learned the history of these last twenty 
years. It would make angels weep to relate it. 
Suffice it to say that, since his student days, he 
had been the slave of an indomitable appetite, 
which had ruined him, body and soul, and was 
dragging him into an untimely grave. It had 
crushed his genius, paralyzed every noble effort, 
smothered the fires of his ambition, lowered his 
ideals, extinguished the lamp of hope, broke 
down his iron constitution, and brought him to 
the verge of despair. At times, especially after 


his marriage, he had made efforts to shake off 


the demon that was holding him so firmly, but 
his reformation was always transitory. He had 
received many a letter from his parents, espec- 
ially from his pious mother, entreating him, in 
the name of all that was sacred, to conquer the 
habit that was slowly but surely ruining him. 

One of these letters, written by his mother, 
was once found by a church officer in the va- 
cant parsonage, after the pastor had left. On 
reading it, the deacon wept like a child. It 
seems he was an only son. The mother called 
him her dearest heart-darling, her only, much 
lamented, but dearly beloved, lost son. She 
begged of him, for his own sake, for her sake, 
for his father’s sake, fur Jesus’ sake, not to drink 
any more. She wrote words of cheer and en- 
couragement, told him that all was not lost, 
that there was one mighty to save, that Jesus 
would accept him, and that there was free grace 
for all. She said that he was not only ruining 
himself, but making his parents extremely un- 
happy, and that it would be the happiest day 
of her life when she should hear the glad tidings 
that her long-lost son had been found, and was 
safe. It seems to have been all in vain. He 
could not do without strong drink. He cursed 
it, but he must have it. His whole being craved 
it. 

The unhappy wife inquired of me whether I 
could not do something for her husband. She 
thought that a position in some institution of 
learning, where he would move in a more in- 
tellectual atmosphere, and enjoy the society of 
the scholarly, might possibly enable him to 
overcome his terrible appetite. If he only had 
friends to speak a good word for him! Did I 
know of an opening in some college? Was there 
no vacancy in the school with which I was con- 
nected? Ifso, would I use my influence in his 
favor ? 

Alas! what could I say under the circum- 
stances? What could be done for a man who, 
during his whole lifetime, had been the slave 
of an indomitable appetite? Was there a rea- 
sonable prospect that he would ever reform, no 
matter what his surroundings might be? 

With a very sad heart, I took leave of the 
unhappy old man. While pressing his hand I 
spoke words of encouragement tohim. I recalled 
to his mind an impressive sermon that he had 
preached, more than twenty years previous, on 
the power of God to save to the uttermost. 
“Yes,” he replied, “at that time I still had 
hope, but now hope is dead. I fear I shall 
never be different.” “ With God all things are 
possible. He can save to the uttermost,” was 
my parting word. 

Though requested to write to me, he has never 
done so. I learned, however, that soon after, he 
was obliged to resign his position as pastor of 
that small church, and left for parts unknown. 

What a frightful drama such a life presents! 
It is the struggling of a human soul with its 
worst enemy, alcohol. A man, highly educated 





and a minister of the Gospel, having in his stu- 
dent years contracted the habit of drinking, 
becomes a slave to the intoxicating cup, sinks 
lower and lower in degradation, and finally, 
after many unsuccessful efforts to break the fet- 
ters of his shameful slavery, gives way to black 
despair. What an important lesson for young 
people, especially for those away from home, sur- 
rounded by temptation, and importuned at times 
to take a social glass! Let them beware. There 
is danger ahead. Young men, do not trifle with 
the enemy. Like the boa-constrictor, he will 
slowly but firmly tighten his muscular rings 
around you. Arise in the majesty of your man- 
hood, and say, “I will not touch nor handle.” 
If you do so, God and good people will stand 
by you, and you will be safe.—S. 8. Times. 


“BE YE THEREFORE PERFECT.” 


The olden book wide open lay, 
And up and down the page 
A golden finger from the day 
Led onward like a sage, 
Until it showed this word to me, 
This hard, stern message: “ Perfect be.” 


I answered: “ Wherefore this to me, 
When nothing e’er was born 
But hath its own infirmity— 
The blight, the mould, the thorn. 
How can the soul expect to be 
Beyond the fairest it can see?” 


The Spirit said: “ All else beside 
Is hindered that thy soul 
May be, by these unsatisfied, 
Made eager for thy goal. 
Cease thine own thought. Who said ‘ Be still, 
Bids thee to hush beneath his will.” 


“T am not able,” then said I, 
“ For after many years, 
I find the days but multiply 
My weariness and fears. . 
Thou sets a strange, stupendous task ; 
I cannot be the thing thou asks.” 


“Ttis not thine! Dids’t think ’twas thine 
Thy soul to save and keep? 
Tis his, who makes the darkness shine 
And calls the dead to leap. 
Trust Him; He does it all for thee, 
Walk thou with Him and perfect be.” 
FB 


a 


THE UNFAILING ONE. 


He who hath led, will lead 
All through the wilderness ; 
He who hath fed, will feed ; 
He who hath blessed, will bless. 
He who hath heard thy cry, 
Will never close his ear; 
He who hath marked thy faintest sigh, 
Will not forget thy tear. 
He loveth always, faileth never, 
So rest on Him to-day, forever. 


Then trust Him for to-day, 
As thine unfailing friend, 

And let Him lead thee all the way, 
Who loveth to the end. 

And let the morrow rest 
In his beloved hand, 

His good is better than our best, 
As we shall understand. 

If trusting Him who faileth never, 

We rest on Him to-day, forever. 

—The Watchword. 





SweEaRrtnc.—An intelligent woman of our 
acquaintance, whose little boy was beginning 
to swear, anxious to express to her child her 
horror of profanity, hit upon the novel process 
of washing out his mouth with soapsuds every 
time he swore. It was an effectual cure. The 
boy understood his mother’s sense of the cor- 
ruption of an oath, which, with the taste of the 
suds, produced the desired results. The prac- 
tice, if universally adopted, would raise the price 
of soap.— Exchange. 





































From THE EPIscoPpAL RECORDER, 
An Incident in the Life of a Missionary of the 
American Sunday School Union. 


BY W. P. PAXSON, ST. LOUIS, MO. 


Thirty years ago next September, the writer 
recommenced his Sunday school work in the 
Great Southwest. It was just after “the sur- 
render,” and grave fears were entertained as to 
the success of the work, owing to the asperities 
and prejudices which might remain so soon after 
the war. But comparatively little trouble was 
encountered on that score, as the tendency of 
those who had fought each other for four long 
years was, as one ex-confederate general put it: 
“T have had enough of fighting.” And this 
same general, now a United States Senator, 
formed a law partnership with one who had 
been a prominent officer in the Federal Army, 
and who is now Consul-General to a neighbor- 
ing Republic. 

But things were generally badly demoralized, 

as the taxes were beginning to be felt by the 
inhabitants of the Southwest, as they gradually 
began to acquire a competency again. One 
thing many of the rural inhabitants could never 
understand, and that was, that the government 
had any right to prohibit them from making 
any thing they might choose to make from the 
productions of the soil, which was theirs in “fee 
simple.” They thought that they were entitled 
to manufacture, from the crops growing in their 
cornfields and vineyards, anything they wanted 
for their own use, and that of their neighbors, 
who might want these articles. They firmly 
held, and many hold to-day, that government 
has no right, politically or morally, to dictate 
to them in these matters. Government might 
tax them for selling, if they were in the busi- 
ness, for the selling, but not prohibit the raising 
for personal use or impose a prohibitive tax. 
This sentiment led to what is called “ moon- 
shining,” or the illicit distilling of alcohol in 
out-of-the-way places, and at night, so as to be 
more secure from the revenue officers. I often 
understood the queer remarks when I went to 
an out-of-the-way place to plant a Sunday school, 
as simply words of caution, as to whether the 
missionary was what he professed to be, or “one 
of those tarnal revenue fellows,” going through 
the country in disguise, whose main object was 
to detect and arrest the violators of the law. 
I had gotten along wonderfully well for sev- 
eral years, and had grown a little careless, until 
one day I was rather suddenly reminded of my 
remissness. The I. M. R. R. had just been com- 
pleted to a little town called H , and I was 
following it up and planting new schools wher- 
ever the way opened. I arrived in the little 
town one morning and was talking to a good 
earnest Christian man about the work, when he 
mentioned that there was a neighborhood about 
ten miles from there where there were many 
children, and in which a Sunday school was 
badly needed. He also gave me the name of a 
prominent Christian gentleman who he was sure 
would be interested in my work and help all he 
could. 

After an early dinner I borrowed a horse 
and set out on the way to the place. It was 
one of our long June days, and the ride was 
delightful, and I soon found my way to the pro- 
per house. Upon explaining my mission, I was 
cordially welcomed, and spent a very pleasant 
afternoon, making the necessary arrangements 
for the planting of the school. After an early 
supper, I proposed returning to the village as 
the moon was about at its full, and I could gain 
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to see gave the information that sent these 
neighbors of ours to jail, and your being there 
looks mighty suspicious. You don’t know how 
near you've been to death; one of our crowd 
was so sure you was the new agent we are after 
that he wanted to shoot you down as you rode 
up, but the rest of us, being afeard of making 
a mistake, wouldn’t let it be done. We knew 
we could hang you if our suspicions were right. 
We are respectable men and citizens, some of 
us church members. We don’t know what to 
do, unless you can convince us you are what 
you say you are.” 

It was now my time to speak, and I said: 
“Gentlemen, I know of no way to prove my 
identity other than that I have taken. But I 
will make this proposition to you. We will 


time by so doing. My host demurred, and re- 
marked it “might be a little risky, as I had 
been at his house, and he didn’t stand well with 
some of his neighbors, as they had suspicioned 
him of ‘ giving them away’ as to moonshining,” 
that is, telling the authorities about illicit stills. 
Being used to hearing much of that kind of 
talk, however, I persisted, and soon found my- 
) self riding along on a very good country road, 
with the moon shining almost as bright as day. 
I had ridden, I suppose, about five miles, and 
was thinking about a very pleasant subject, 
f which always interests a missionary, as to my 
: ability to get back home soon, and see my wite 
and little ones, when just as I was riding around 
the stump of a tree which had fallen across the 
road, I heard a very emphatic “halt!” I found 


noted in his diary: “I have of late felt, as oft- 

times before when passing quietly about my 

lawful business, a spring of Gospel ministry 

open in my mind, and many Gospel doctrines 

flow therefrom for a considerable time in a 

clear, convincing manner. I have kept still, in 

humble admiration, desiring to treasure them 

up in order to bring them out on some future 

occasion ; but the whole has been resumed [i. e., 

taken back] and I have had to go forth with- 

out scrip or purse or two coats. To-day, after 

a favored meeting, this state appeared to my 

mind as what is called in Scripture ‘ the renew- 

ing of the Holy Ghost.’” ° 
These heavenly openings are sometimes for 

the individual strengthening of those to whom 

they are given—sometimes to be passed on to 

































































































i myself looking down the muzzles of five double- | stay here till —— and then go to H——, | others that they, too, may share in the gift. He 
. barrelled shot-guns. Of course I “halted.” | and if Mr. C oesn’t identify me as being | who reveals may surely be depended upon to 
- “What do you want, gentlemen?” “We want | what I claim to be, you can shoot me down and | make known the use as well to which He designs 


you, and now (with an oath) we’ve got you.” | ride off, and I will absolve you, as far as I am | the revelation should be put. Great, therefore, 






























































L, Let me say that this was the only oath that I concerned, from all responsibility. They con- | is the need of prayerful watchfulness to avoid 
e heard that night. ferred again and consented, though the little | on the one hand a niggardly hoarding of what 
y One rather small black-eyed man was the | black-eyed one seemed very reluctant. I after- | is intended to be dispensed asa steward’s trust ; 
e spokesman. “ What do you want with me?” wards learned that he was a cousin tu one of and on the other, a prodigal wastefulness of that 
rT “Aint you that revenue officer we’ve been wait-| the prisoners who had been condemned to the | which is given us, as babes, for our own nurture 
at ing for, named L.?” Coutinuing, “ He is just | State’s prison. The woman made me a com-| in Christ Jesus. Ss. 
ig about your size, and we heard that there was a fortable couch on the floor, that 13, 1b was com- 7 
1e man at §’s this afternoon just about your size?” | fortable compared to “what might have been,” Scripture Lessons, 
2e “Gentlemen, I won't deny that I have visited the | only a blanket and “the soft side of a plank,”| “ Hosa, rue Son or RaGuen, THE Mrp- 
d man you refer to, but I had business of a relig- | and the others had little better. Then I turned | :anrre, Moses’ Fatuer-1n-Law.”—The Mid- 
ir ious nature with him, and transacted it, and am | to the one who had been the spokesman while | janites, into whose tribe Moses had married, were 
od now on my way to take the train to-morrow. I | in the house, and said, “I believe you said that | descendants of Abraham, by Keturah. Though 
8, am a missionary of the American Sunday School | some of you were Christians; if so, you will | evidently at one time a tribe of great power and 
ly Union, and can prove it to you, if you will give | have no objections to the reading of a passage | wealth, they are not to be traced outside of Serip- 
nt me a chance.” Of course, all this time I was off | of Scripture and a short prayer.” “‘ Certainly | ture history, or the Muhammadan traditions de- 
te my horse, whose bit was held by one of my in-| not,” he said. Taking a small Bible from my | rived from it, and disappear asan aggressive pow- 
ht terlocutors. All the guns were down from a| pocket, I read the ninety-first Psalm, emphasiz- | er after the crushing victory of Gideon. They 
si- “ present” to “ at ease” save one, which was held | ing the eleventh, twelfth and fourteenth verses, | roamed over a vast extent of territory, through 
ng in a slanting position, with the muzzle uncom- | prayed a short prayer, in which I did not fail | the wilderness of the Tih, from Sinai northward, 
X. fortably near my breast. While four were con-|to remember those present, and as I arose two | and, in conjunction with the Beni-Kaden (Chil- 
n- ferring together to one side, I took some letters | of my captors grasped my hand, and said, “1 | dren of the East), crossing the Arabah, they 
in out of my pocket, and calling to them said, | guess you are all right.” I lay down and slept | extended north and eastward over the great 
be “Here are some letters; you can see even by | sweetly, resting on that wonderful Psalm. plateau east of Moab and Gilead. Though from 
en the light of the moon that what I say is true.| Next morning we were up by daylight, and | the account of Gideon’s campaign, we see that 
to Read the addresses. they rode to the town with me. The first man | they were purely nomadic, yet, in the southern 
ol, The first one took them and glanced at them, | we met was my friend Mr. C “ Hello, | part of their territory, they occupied many s0- 
he and passed them on to the others who did the} Brother,” said he. “ How is it you are up 80} called cities, which seem rather to have been 
ne same, all saying that they had left their“ specs” | early and in town?” My “ friend” riding near- | desert strongholds, by which they commanded 
gh at home (I guessed that they couldn’t read them | est me said in a low tone, “ We beg pardon, | the whole caravan route to Egypt, then the 
vas with any kind of “specs.”) The one who last | Parson,” and, turning abruptly, they rode away. | abode of settled people. These cities were un- 
took them put them in his pocket, and said, Semen ten ee —, inhabited ruins, of many of which the very 
ev- “Men, let’s go to the house.” The house was Daily Bread names had been lost, in the time of the early 
ntil a comfortable log cabin,.about one hundred 7 : . : ally bread. . _ | Muhammadan historians. 
my fifty yards from the road, hidden by a grove o t was the testimony of one whose memory is| ,,, is : 
mmr J trees) ‘They put me in front, and I never look: | very denr to the present writer, that some ofthe | 2 rmCUpMATEST BE To us INsrEAD, oF 
was ed back, but marched up till we arrived at the | most precious hours of his long life were those bic aided oa aa cenenadann 
rer house, and all went in. There I found a very = in the fields as he followed the plough in calanien z aaa th te Within th naan ye 
ttle nice-looking woman, and two children about | his occupation of farming—seasons when though cago trikel Siete dikes enema aoe or of 
ood three and five years old. While the men were | separated from the companionship of men, he ii, Shiiemevemments keane oan aoa b oo 
| he conferring among themselves I took the little| was not alone, but was sensible of the living poe Indiare i heen fearlestt sou enna > 
out ones on my knees, and began talking to them. | presence of his Heavenly Father and of the in- ‘aiid ail Ridin nahiemeaes difficalt colt sdieniins 
any Fortunately I had some beautiful cards in my | comes of his infinite love. Those whose earnest files ae Ghee aaie ss dietinein a an 
was pocket, and gave them one each, and was hav- | desire is to live up to the injunction of the Lord Sedu hapten tribal Satin tha te hel due ose 
of a ing a pleasant time with them, when the men | Jesus to his disciples that their chief care should | (714° The value therefore, of the coat of 
sure came up to the open fire-place, around which | be for heavenly treasure, not for the perishing the great Midianite chicRain ake = adneniie 
1 he we were sitting, and one of the men who, hith- | things of earth, well know the sweetness of these cael ehdicaliieaenel iii aielie Mid- 
erto, had said nothing, spoke: “Stranger, we | seasons of Divine companionship, as they pur- ion etuibaasindtul. sven en ten anteeiamenh 
orse don’t know who you are; we have been perse- | sue with dedicated hearts the rounds of homely ak dip Riseiiens etn denen in levedd oe 
was cuted for using what the good Lord caused to | duties which must be performed each day. To ceuatiuinieal sory Neceray + eneventsnnas pe 
was grow on our own land. Two of our acquaint- | such at these times comes instruction that merely Stceheedes 5 eid te. a ean 
pro- ances are now in St. Louis, and we heard they | human wisdom is powerless to convey. At times in , I ; 
was were going to the penetentiary, leaving their | then, the soul is favored to receive an insight |" ~ “* j 
sant wives and children to shift for themselves. The | into the deep things of God—mysteries which} “THree Days’ Journey.”—This reminds 
ents government has its spies out to take all the rest | are hidden from the wise and prudent and re- | us that the stations, of which a list is given, 
arly of us, and we would shoot down quicker than a| vealed unto babes. One whose education in| were not the only halting-places, but were sim- 


re as dog any such contemptible fellows. We have | spiritual matters was not received from man | ply the rendezvous where the camp sojourned 
gain reason to believe that the man you have been | but by “the revelation of Jesus Christ,” has' some time, while the flucks and herds roamed 
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quickly followed by one or two more, and then 
by the first of the brent. 

And now that they had started, they were 
quickly enough scrambling after one another, 
and heading into the net. Over the green they 
ran like a flock of domestic geese. Sometimes 
they aimed for right or left, but then the child- 
ren showed themselvesand the geese were turned. 

The last bird was in and then we closed the 
rear. Nota brent had flown, not a brent had 
dived, not one escaped. Of atl that army, every 
bird was in the net—a dense, black, moving 
mass. 

The number taken was three thousand three 
hundred and twenty-five—A Trevor Battye. 





Seal Hunting Ducks.—I was writing in the 
tent this morning at one-thirty when Hyland, 
who had been walking along the shore, came 
in with a very interesting piece of news. 

Some creature, a seal he thought, was hunt- 
ing ducks among the floes. 

In a moment I was around the corner of the 
cliff and at the water’sedge. It was true enough. 
A group of long-tailed ducks were just settling 
on a little bit of open water close in front of us. 
As they lit they drew up together in a bunch. 
Before long there was a panic among them, and 
they .rose wildly in different directions. Right 
in their midst, or what had been their midst, 
appeared the dark head of a seal. Risen from 
below, had he been trying to take a duck or 
had he not? The point was soon settled. The 
ducks flew round and lit again in the next pool. 
The seal raised his head for a moment higher 
from the water, and then sinking, disappeared. 
We watched the ducks. Once more they rose 
confusedly, and once more the black head showed. 

Again the ducks settled down on the water, 
just on the other side of a small flatbush floe. 
We moved along till we were opposite this, and 
once more watched. And now, close to the 
edge of the floe, a seal’s head twice appeared. 
The creature raised itself high above the water 
and looked about, reminding one exactly of a 
weasel sniffing the air for a mouse when the 
hunt is momentarily checked. Again the head 
disappeared. Half a minute more and up rose 
the ducks for the third time. They rose all 
but one. There was a flapping of wings on the 
surface for a moment, and then a duck went 
below. It seemed as though the bird had been 
caught by the feet.—“Jce-Bound on Kolquev.” 





Items. 

The Herald of Peace (London), mentions that 
the Lord Mayor of London recently paid a visit to 
the Mayor of Bordeaux. His reception was very 
kind and even enthusiastic, being greeted by enor- 
mous crowds of people. At Paris, also, he was most 
courteously entertained. The object of his visit 
was to promote a feeling of mutual amity and con- 
ciliation. 

War, the Hell of Man’s Creation —In “ The De- 
fence of Plevna, 1877, written by one who took 
part in it,” William V. Herbert has a graphic de- 
scription of fighting at close quarters : 

“T wish my pen were sufficiently capable to give 
some notion of the awful confusion of such a con- 
tact. A chaos of stabbing, clubbing, hacking, 
clutching, shouting, cursing, screaming men ; knots 
of two or three on the ground, still fighting, and 
clinging to each other in their death agonies ; above 
the surging mass of heads, the butt-ends of rifles 
rising and falling like the cranks of numberless 
overheated engines; the mounted men with swords 
working at lightning speed ; the colors bravely lead- 
ing the way; horses charging into solid bodies of 
men, rolling over, burying beings already mutila- 
ted beneath them; frantic faces streaming with 
blood ; the air reeking with the breath of thousands 


of panting creatures, like the hot winds of the 
desert—all the madhouses of the world discharging 
their contents into this seething cauldron of human 


nothing. The actual contact, the psychological 
moment of such a charge, lasts but a minute or so ; 
and such a lifetime of experience is crowded into 
it, that memory is hopelessly at fault. All I know 
is that I discharged the six chambers of my re- 
volver, but at whom I have no notion; that my 
sabre was stained with blood, but with whose I 
capnot tell; and that suddenly we looked at one 
another in blank surprise—for the Russians had 
gone, save those on the ground, and we were 
among friends, all frantic, breathless, perspiring ; 
many bleeding, the lines broken, the tactical units 
dissolved ; most of us jabbering, shouting, laughing, 
cursing, dancing about like maniacs.” 

















egion of demons from Hades run riot. 


a temporary hospital: ‘“ Imagine the interior of a 
low, long, roughly-built shed (I do not know 
whether it had been erected by our troops, or had 
originally served as a storehouse or barn.) Im- 
agine a thick, hot, reeking atmosphere, filled with 
indescribable odors, enough to sicken you by the 
very recollection. Imagine some hundreds of men 
—yourself among them, with a raging thirst de- 
vouring you, a burning pain in the face, every 
particle of strength and vitality gone—lying on 
the bare boards, with bundles of rags or filthy 
straw for pillows, many insensible, many dead or 
dying, many in convulsions, some horribly mutila- 
ted, all bleeding, most of them groaning, others 
screaming, or pitifully whining for a drop of water, 
in half a dozen languages. 


have I heard it! After the lapse of seventeen 
years, it follows me into my wildest dreams. Im- 
agine surgeons, with tucked-up shirt sleeves and 
bloody hands, giving the first aid; for this wasa 
temporary ambulance, in rear of the lines. Im- 
agine callous men dealing out homceopathic doses 
of water, or laudanum, or brandy. Imagine every- 
thing that is most horrible, disgusting, sickening, 
hideous, heartrending, within the range of your 
conception, and you will have a faint notion of this 
bell of man’s creation. 


Methodist Episcopal Preachers, held in Wesley 
Hall, 1018 Arch Street, a paper was read by Wil- 
mer Coffman, entitled “‘The Holy Spirit the In- 
terpreter of the Scriptures.” It was in substance 
as follows: The Bible being a supernatural book, 
the contents can be clearly appreciated by those 
alone whose minds are illumined by the Holy 
Ghost. To the unbelieving it is largely a sealed 
volume. By the majority even of Christians, too 
little value is attached to the need of the direct 
personal teaching of the Spirit, and too much to 
merely human helps in its study. One has said: 


illumination is the gracious privilege of all God’s 
children. 
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that those who come unto Him, the Saviour, He 
will in no wise cast out. But Christ himself has 
told us that “ No man can come unto me, except 
the Father which hath sent me draw him.” It 
is through the visitations of Divine grace draw- 
ing us to love and serve our Creator and Re- 
deemer, that the power is received. But there 
is abundant evidence, both in the testimony of 
Scripture and in our own experience, and that of 
the world around us, that all do not accept these 
heavenly visitations and gracious drawings. Our 
Saviour declared, “ Whosoever doth not bear his 
cross and come after me, cannot be my disci- 
ple.” And on the memorable occasion when He 
partook of the Passover with his disciples for 
the last time, after warning them that, “If a 
man abide notin me, he is cast forth as a branch 
and is withered,” He told them, “ If ye keep my 
commandments, ye shall abide in my love.” 
And again, “ Ye are my friends if ye do what- 
soever I command you.” 

The Apostle James declares that “ faith with- 
out works is dead, being alone,” and our Saviour 
forewarns us, “ Not every one that sayeth unto 
me, ‘ Lord, Lord,’ shall enter the kingdom of 
heaven, but he that doeth the will of my Father 
which is in heaven.” This is in harmony with 
the teaching of the Apostle Paul to the Gala- 
tians, ‘‘ Whatsoever a man soweth, that shall 
he also reap. For he that soweth to his flesh, 
shall of the flesh reap corruption, but he that 
soweth to the Spirit, shall of the Spirit reap life 
everlasting.” 

We would not undervalue the importance of 
sound doctrine, or of living belief in Christ Je- 
sus as the Saviour of men, but we would put 
the question, whether that saving belief to which 
life eternal is promised, does not include some- 
thing more than a merely intellectual opinion, 
and whether it must not necessarily be con- 
nected with such deep conviction and earnest 
love for our Saviour as will govern the whole 
life, and lead to a faithful submission to Him 
and a diligent walking in the path where He 
will lead? 






assion and iniquity ; Dante’s Inferno Jet loose, a 













“As to my personal experience, I remember 
















Here is the author’s description of the scene in 














“Oh that cry for‘ Water! Water!’ how often 















Interpretation of Scripture.—At the meeting of the 
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SUMMARY OF EVENTS. 


Unitep Srates.—On the 16th instant the actual 
gold reserve in the United States Treasury was less 
than $89,000,500. 

The United States Court of Claims on the 18th inst. 
dismissed the petition of certain New York Indians, 
who claimed from the Government $2,393,600, because 
of the alleged loss of certain lands granted them in 
the State of Kansas in exchange for lands surrendered 
by them in New York State. 

A curious engineering feat is about completed at 
Superior, Wisconsin—the raising of one of the big 
grain warehonses of the Globe Elevator Company 
clear of its pile foundation, and letting it down upon 
a foundation built of masonry six inches higher than 
it formerly stood. The work was done by means of 
forty-eight five-ton jackscrews. 

The schooner Mabel Jordan sailed from Rockland, 
Maine, recently, for Rio Janeiro, South America, with 
a cargo of 1,200 barrels of apples, the first shipment 
of the kind to leave that city this season for a foreign 
country. 

North Carolina has a mica output of 100.000 pounds 
a year ; New Hampshire produces about 25,000 pounds ; 
South Dakota 18,000 pounds and New Mexico, 1,000 
pounds. The mica of North Carolina is of the best 
quality and brings the highest price. 

In 1894 550,000,000 pounds of coffee were imported 
into this country. In the same year 93,000,000 pounds 
of tea were bronght from the East. 

After two seasons of failure, Oregon has an abundant 
crop of tomatoes. There are oceans of them, and fine 
ones, according to the Portland Oregonian. One factory 
alone is using four to five tons per day, which are 
bought for $10 per ton, and are made into catsup. 

It is now predicted that the cycle craze will be fol- 
lowed by a road motor one. 

A Portland despatch says that great destitution 















“ Tt is essential that we possess the Spirit of Christ 
in order to translate the words of Christ.” Spiritual 
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It has sometimes seemed to us that persons, 
in endeavoring to uphold the doctrive of the 
greatness and sufficiency of Divine grace, are 
in danger of conveying erroneous impressions, 
by failing to call attention to some of the quali- 
fying or explanatory passages of Scripture, 
which should be taken into account in endeav- 
oring to draw correct conclusions. 

In the instructive narrative of the imprison- 
ment of Paul and Silas at Philippi, the keeper 
of the prison inquired of his prisoners, “ What 
must I do to be saved ?” and they replied, “ Be- 
lieve on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt 
be saved.” It remains to be a blessed truth, 































































































— among the people on the islands along the 
aine coast, owing to the failure of their fisheries. 

The steamer Puritan, which had been ashore at 
Great Gull Island, has been floated, and has reached 
New London, Connecticut, under her own steam. It 
is believed that her injuries are not serious. 

A trolley car in Cleveland, Ohio, went through an 
open draw the evening of the sixteenth instant, and 
San oom into the Cuyahoga River, 120 feet below. 
Nineteen passengers were killed and 18 bodies have 
been recovered. 

There were 390 deaths in this city last week, which 
is 33 less than the previous week and 16 more than 
the corresponding week of last year. Of the foregoing, 
185 were males and 205 were females: 43 died of heart 
disease; 41 of pneumonia; 41 of consumption; 27 of 
diphtheria; 17 of rs 14 of inanition; 14 of 
old age; 13 of bronchitis; 12 of paralysis; 12 of con- 
vulsions; 12 of cancer; 10 of marasmus; 10 of in- 
flammation of the stomach and bowels, and 10 from 
casualties. 

Markets, &c. — U. S. 2’s, 97; 4’s, 1907, reg., 1119 a 
112}; coupon, 112$ a 1123, 4’s, 1925, 121} a 1213; 5’s, 
115 a 1153; currency 6’s, 101 a 110}. 

CorTron was quiet and steady on a basis of 8}}c. per 
pound for middling uplands. 

Freep.—Winter bran, in bulk, spot, $13.50 a $14.25; 
spring bran, in sacks, spot, $13.50 a $14.25. 

FLour.—Winter super, $2.35 a $2.50; do., extras, 
$2.60 a $2.85 ; Pennsylvania roller, clear, $3.00 a $3.25 ; 
do., do., straight, $3.25 a $3.35 ; Western winter, clear, 
$3.00 a $3.25; do., do., straight, $3.30 a $3.40; do., 
do., patent, $3.45 a $3.65 ; spring, clear, $2.75 a $3.00; 
do., straight, $3.20 a $3.25 ; do., patent, $3.40 a $3.60 ; 
do., favorite brands, higher; city mills, extra, $2.60 a 
$2.90; do., clear, $3.15 a $3.30; do., straight, $3.30 a 
$3.50; do., patent, $3.60 a $3.85. Rye FLour. — 
Choice Pennsylvania, $2.75 per bbl. BuckwHEatT 
Fiovr.—$1.50 a $1.60 per 100 pounds for new; job- 
bing lots, about 10c. higher. 

Grain.—No. 2 red wheat, 66 a 66}c. 

No. 2 mixed corn, 35 a 35}c. 
No. 2 white oats, 24} a 24$c. 

Beer CatrL_e.— Extra, none here; good, 4} a 4}c.; 
medium, 3} a 4c.; common, 3 a 3c. 

SHEEP AND Lamss.—Extra, 3} a 3}c.; good, 2} a 3c.; 
medium, 2} a 24c , common, 1} a 2c.; lambs, 24 a 4c. 

Ho«gs.—Best Western, 53 a Sjc. 

Foretcn.—The London representative of the New 
York Sun says: “One of the best signs of a striding 
improvement in general prosperity since last winter 
is the fact that Socialist and Anarchist agitators find 
their occupation gone in England. Nobody has any 
use for them. Even the organizers of the Tower Hill 
unemployed are no longer listened to. The usual cry 
of hunger heard in mid-November or earlier has not 
been heard this year. Several well-known Anarchists, 
who have made London their headquarters for years, 
have disappeared, going, some to the Continent and 
others to America. The professional labor leaders, 
also, are losing much of their influence, while the In- 
dependent Labor party in politics has practically dis- 
appeared since the general election. It promises to 
be the easiest winter for the poor in London that has 
been experienced in many years.” 

Newspapers containing the speech made by Lord 
Salisbury at the Lord Mayor’s banquet have been for- 
bidden entry into Turkey. 

It is reported that 4,000 Syrian men, women and 
children have been killed in the district of Gurunden. 
Minister Terrell has received intelligence of the mas- 
sacre by Mussulmans of 500 Christians at Harpoot. 
No missionaries were killed, but the greater portion 
of the buildings in the missionary enclosure were 
burned and the supplies upon which a large popula- 
tion depended were destroyed. 

Minister Terrell has demanded of the new Grand 
Vizier of Turkey protection for Americans. Minister 
Terrell expresses the opinion that upwards of 10,000 
Armenians have been massacred during the last thirty 
days, and fears that the worst of the outrages in a 
number of localities have not yet been reported. 

It is reported that Russia has decided upon inde- 
pendent action in the East. Germany has urgently 
advised the Sultan to satisfy the demands of the Pow- 
ers, and, above all, to endeavor to his utmost to re- 
store order. Reports are current in regard to the 
mental and physical condition of the Sultan. It is said 
that he is afflicted with insomnia; that he sits with 
his head drooping, never heeding any one who may 
speak to him, and careless of anything that may go on 
around him. People in Constantinople believe that 
the Sultan or the palace clique have ordered the mas- 
sacres that are taking place, and that the regular 
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troops are plundering and killing in accordance with 
the ordeis of their superior officers. 

A dispatch received in Madrid from Havana repre- 
sents the financial situation there as being very criti- 
cal. 

It is reported that from Tenth Month 13th to 26th, 
there were 1,490 cases of cholera and 616 deaths in 
Volhynia, Russia. The disease is said to have ap- 
peared in St. Petersburg. 

Thirty million dollars, the indemnity agreed upon 
for the retrocession of the Liao Tung Peninsula, has 
been paid Japan by China. 

The steamer Coptic, at San Francisco on the 13th 
inst., brought meagre news of the loss of the steamer 
Kung Pui, in Kinchow Bay. Of 1,000 Chinese troops, 
six foreign officers and one foreign passenger on board, 
only nine Chinamen and two foreigners are reported 
saved. Her boilers exploded. 


Great strides are being made in opening up fresh 
coal seams in Australia. 

New Zealand has set apart two islands fur the pre- 
servation of its remarkable wild birds and 
animals, 


bidden. 
Brazil grows about half the coffee crop of the world. 


other 
Thereon all hunting and trapping are for- 
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Received from George Sykes, Agent, England, 19£ 
Os. 6d., being 10s. each for himself, Mary Ashby, Alice 
Alexander, John Anderson, Robert Biglands, John 
Bellows, R. B. Brockbank, Alfred M. Box, Birming- 
ham Friends’ Reading Society, Robert H. Clark, James 
Cloak, Thomas Francis, William Graham, William B. 
Gibbins, Jane Hall, William Hall, Stephen Cumber- 
land, William Knowles, William James LeTall, Joseph 
Lamb, Anna Moorhouse, William R. Nash, Daniel 
Pickard, George Pitt, Sarah Pearson, John Sykes, Eliza 
M. Southall, John Hall Shield, Isaac Sharp, Jr., John 
H. Walker, Ellen Walker, Francis Ellington Wright, 
William Williamson, Ellen K. Watkins, John Wood, 
Lucy W. Walker, James G. Smeal, vol. 69, and Mor- 
daunt M. Monro, to No. 27, vol. 70, and 6d. from James 
G, Smeal for extra papers. 


NOTICES. 

Westrown BoarpinG ScHoou.—For convenience 
of persons coming to Westtown School, the stage will 
meet trains leaving Philadelphia 7.17 and 8.46 A. M., 
and 2.53 and 4.32 p.m. Other trains are met when 
requested. Stage fare on regular trips, fifteen cents, 
on special trips, twenty-five cents each way. To reach 
the school by telegraph, wire West Chester Phone 85. 

ZeEBEDEE HAtnes, Sup't. 


WanteEp.—A situation as housekeeper or care of an 
invalid. Address “ A,” Office of THE FRIEND. 


FRIENDS’ TEACHERS AssoctATION will hold a meet- 
ing at 2 p. M., on Seventh-day, Eleventh Month 23rd, 
1895, at 140 N. Sixteenth Street, Philadelphia. Emer- 
son E. White, of Columbus, O., the well-known School 
Superintendent and Lecturer on Pedigogical subjects, 
will deliver an address, All interested are cordially 
invited to be present. Lucy B. Cuixp, See’y. 


Henry Ecroyp Kirk, son of John S. and C. Anna 
Kirk, and ANNA GERTRUDE PARKER, daughter of 
Ira J. and Rachel F. Parker, of the former place. 


Drep, at his residence at Snow Camp, N. C., Ninth 
Month 30th, 1895, CALvin THompPsoy, in the seventy- 
fifth year of his age; a member of Cane Creek Monthly 
Meeting of Friends. A protracted illness he bere with 
great sweetness and resignation, often expressing his 
unfaltering trust in the redeeming mercy of Him 
whom his soul loved. His testimony and words of 
encouragement given to his many friends and rela- 
tives during his illness, have left a lasting impression 
and given unmistakable evidence that he is now at 
rest. Truly a father in Israel is gone. 


—, Ninth Month 24th, 1895, in New Garden, 
Chester Co., Pa., of paralysis, Mrrriin Cooper, in his 
eighty-fifth year. A member of the Monthly Meeting 
of Friends of Philadelphia for the Northern district. 
Before passing away, he left ample evidence that, 
through Divine mercy, he would be permitted to join 
that innumerable company in heaven who came up 
out of great tribulation, and have washed their robes 
and made them white in the blood of the Lamb. Some 


of his last words were, “ Thy servant is ready. Come 
Lord Jesus.” 

——, on the tenth of Tenth Month, 1895, Anna T, 
Dennis, widow of James Dennis, aged eighty-two 
years; a member and elder of Providence Monthly 
Meeting, RK. I. The close of this dear Friend’s long 
and useful life was crowned with a glorious hope of a 
blessed immortality. Toa friend whose privilege it 
was to sit by her near the close, and witness her pa- 
tience in great suffering, she spoke sweetly of her 
Saviour’s love in granting her such peaceful trust 
and confidence, adding, “I want to impress the Truth; 
it is all of mercy, pure unmerited mercy.” So leaving 
the assurance that with her robes all washed and made 
white in the blood of the Lamb, an entrance was 
ministered unto her abundantly into the everlasting 
kingdom of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ. 

——,at his home in Camden, N.J., Tenth Month 
llth, 1895, Ricnarp EsTEerBRook, in the eighty- 
third year of his age ; a beloved member and minister 
of Haddonfield Monthly Meeting, N. J. He was born 
at Liskeard, Cornwall, England, Second Month 2lst, 
1813. In his youthful years he manifested a deep in- 
terest in the cause of Truth and righteousness, and 
surrendering himself to the transforming power of 
Divine Grace, he was early called to the work of the 
ministry. In 1859 he removed with his family to 
Canada, and thence to Philadelphia, finally settling 
in Camden, N. J., where he engaged in the manufac- 
ture of steel pens, which at that time was almost a new 
industry in the United States. This proved a success- 
ful enterprise, employing of late years several hun- 
dred persons, in whose temporal and spiritual welfare 
he took a deep interest, while their regard for their 
sympathetic employer was strong and lasting. At- 
tached to his own religious Society by conviction, as 
well as education, he was earnestly concerned that its 
principles and testimonies should be preserved in 
their integrity. His ministry being accompanied with 
unction, was sound and edifying. Though his life was 
a checkered one, its trials were borne with rare Chris- 
tian fortitude, giving striking evidence of the unfail- 
ing Source of strength whereon he steadfastly relied, 
The final summons followed a short illness, of such a 
nature as to permit little vocal expression, but, through 
the mercy of that Saviour in whem he trustingly con- 
tided, we reverently believe he has entered into that 
“rest which remaineth for the people of God.” 

, at his residence, in the village of Skaneateles, 
Onondaga Co. N. Y., Eleventh Month 2nd, 1895, 
Wit11AM R. Taser, a member of Scipio Monthly 
Meeting of Friends. He was born in New Bedford, 
Mass., in the year 1805, where he lived till 1859, when, 
with his wife, Mary Davis, he moved to Cayuga Co., 
N. Y., and continued to reside in this State the re- 
mainder of his life, except seven years spent near 
Hight Point, N.C. These particulars are given that 
his former acquaintances may recognize him in this 
obituary. He was in the station of a minister, though 
he seldom appeared in that way, but his friends have 
felt that he was an elder indeed, and that his company 
and example in meeting and out of meeting, with the 
innocent, reverent frame of mind in which he lived, 
reached tu the hearts of many, both old and young. 
The public sentiment respecting him was that he was 
a Friend of the primitive type, never changing his 
religious views or style of dress and living, which 
were always according to the precepts of the faith in 
which he believed, that he was exceedingly temperate 
in everything, and during his younger life his secular 
affairs were conducted by strictly honorable methods, 
and that the remembrance of his well-spent life will 
long remain with them. His memory, for several 
years past, at times, seemed much lost, but would re- 
turn at intervals with such clearness as seemed remark- 
able. At one time, several years since, as he was sit- 
ting quietly alone, in a retire! frame of mind, he had 
a view of his inward condition, and in that peaceful, 
calm state he saw nothing in the way of his accept- 
ance. His heart was filled with gratitude and praise 
and his eyes with tears of joy at the wonderful con- 
deszension of Divine Goodness. He died from the 
decay of nature, humility seeming a marked feature 
of his last days, many times exclaiming, “I am 
nothing—nothing—nothing !” 

, at Guilford College, N. C., Eleventh Month 
5th, 1895, D. GrtBert THompson, son of George and 
Hannah Thompson, in the twenty-fourth year of his 
age. He was a member of Cane Creek Monthly Meet- 


ing of Friends, and gave evidence of being a true, de- 
voted child of God. 
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